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Emily Brrwte's Prayer
r
iches I hold in light esteem,
And Love 1 laugh to scorn ;
And lust of fame was but a dream
That vanished with 1'he morn ;
And, If I pray, the only prayer
That moves my lip for me
Is, " Leave; the heart that now I bear,
And give me liberty ! "
Yea, as my swift, days near their goal,
Tis all that 1 implore ;
In life and death a ehainless soul,
With courage to endure,
The Courage to Endure
npiiE windows of an old stone house on a hilltop looked out upon the
A   Srey anc^ purple Yorkshire moons*
The day was hot, and the door was left open towards the lane that
ran by the church to the fields. Three sisters Jived in the stone house
with their father, the clergyman <>f the parish, and one of the girls
thought she heard the panting of a dog in'the lane. Going to the
door, she saw a pointer with tongue hanging distressfully out and
back bruised and scarred.
She called the poor creature in, with the intention of giving it food
and water. As she stooped to pat its head the pointer snapped and
bit her arm, drawing blood, and then rushed away. The girl, who
was Emily Bronte, felt the bite, but thought little of it.
Presently, however, villagers passed that way and gave the alarm
that a mad clog was at large in the* streets of Ilaworth, and Emily
Bronte at once became conscious of the danger of hydrophobia. She
walked into the laundry, where a maid was busy starching and iron-
ing. There, with its point resting in the fire, was an Italian iron, and
this Miss Bronte took, thrusting the red-hot point into the wounds
caused by the dog's teeth. Having thus cauterised the wounds, she
went upstairs, without a word, to regain her calm.
She lived to become famous with her sisters, and one of her poems
has been said to be the best poem ever written by woman*
From a Bronte biography
That Proud Island
across the sea in calm majesty lies that proud island whose
£\ existence consoles me for a thousand Continental crimes, and
•vindicates for me the goodness of Providence.	Victor Hugo

